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Mermaids 


Author's Notes: 
Mermaids and nightingales. Creatures of music, monstrous and fair. -- Columbus writing of what he saw in the 


New World. 


There are certain things that are a given, when one is in a rock band, George thought. In the best rock bands, 
the rhythm section is tight. Keith Moon and John Entwistle. John Paul Jones and John Bonham. There's 


something special about their connection They set in the groove; their hearts beat in time. 

Its the guitarist and the singer who are the frontmen, drenched in lights. Steven Tyler and Joe Perry, perfect 
example. Who could be cooler than them, Tyler dancing like a madman with his mic stand, while Joe stands to 
one side, the slight hint of a sneer on his mouth? They go together. It's natural. It's right. Bassists and 
drummers are meant to be a matched set, just like guitarists and singers. 


Like a man and a woman. 


Except.. that's not at all how things work in Dokken. Mick and Jeff have never gravitated together, and God 


knows, George and Don repel one another like the matching poles of magnets. Instead, its Don who hovers by 
Mick's kit, air-drumming like his life depends on it, while George and Jeff are caught in the other's orbit. 


It doesn't make any sense, and George desperately wished it did He wished he could explain why this, out of all 
the bands he'd been in, is the one that's a kind of magic. 


These are the things George thought about, staring out the window of the bus as they hurtled down a dark 
highway somewhere out west. It's cold and he couldn't see a single thing out the bus windows except for grey. 
Not even snowing so much as slushing by the time they pull into the crappy little hotel's parking lot in Detroit: 


Don, George, and Mick -- being Californians -- bundled up before they braved the winter weather. Coats 
buttoned up to their chins, scarfs wound around their necks, and hands sticking out to balance themselves as 
they carefully picked their way over the icy ground to their hotel rooms. Jeff, who grew up on the shores of 
Lake Michigan, bounded off the bus wearing short sleeves, and a huge grin on his face. He and George were 
sharing a hotel room, as they usually did -- Don and Mick would be sleeping in the room next to theirs. 


They barely made it through the door before Jeff kicked off his boots and launched himself onto one of the 
twin beds. "Oh, man! | wish it was even colder, if there was more snow we'd take the lids off those trash cans 


and go sledding on those hills back there!" 


George couldn't feel his fingers or the tip of his nose. He may well be dying. The thought of it being any colder 
or snowier sounded like some version of hell. "Damn, these lights really suck," he mumbled to himself as he 


flicked on a switch, getting only a feeble glow from a bare light bulb. 


Jeff tried the TV, which offered only a couple of static~y channels. He settled on a night time soap opera, 


purely for background noise, and turned to George. "You wanna go out and see the town?" 


"In Detroit? No thanks," said George, blanching. "We'd probably wake up in a tub full of ice, missing a few 


organs." 
"Awww, c'mon. Detroit's not that bad. Okay, it is pretty bad, but." 


Speak of the devil. George had just yanked the covers back on the other twin bed to find a deep gouge mark 
and what looked like... "Jesus fucking Christ! Are these blood stains?!" 


"No way.” Jeff's eyes went huge with fright. He dove for the phone and tried to call the front desk. "There's no 


dial tone!" 
They looked into one another's eyes, and in silent agreement, made a mad dash for the door. Running outside 
into the miserable grey and slush of the Michigan night, George and Jeff banged frantically on Mick and Don's 


door. 


"What?" Don grumped, throwing open the door with a look on his face that said this had better be good 


"Call the front desk," said Jeff in a desperate rush. "We have to have a new room." 
"What? Why?" Don frowned at them. "Call the front desk yourself.” 


"We would if we could, dingbat!" snapped George, who was in no mood to put up with Don. "The phone doesn't 


work in our room and there's bloody stab wounds in my bed!" 


"Dont yell at me," said Don, but he stepped aside so Jeff and George could crowd into the hotel room he was 
sharing with Mick. Mick waved at them from his spot on the bed. "And l'm sure there's no bloody stab wounds 


in your bed. Stop being so overdramatic." 


"See it for yourself and then come back and tell me l'm being overdramatic," George told him, even as he 


reached for the phone. He let out a loud groan. "Great, this one doesn't work either." 

"This is a nightmare," said Jeff. "| swear, Don, you have to see it. It's like a murder scene in there." 

"Hey, look, if it helps, I'll walk around to the front desk and see if anyone's there," said Mick. He tugged on his 
boots and headed out to the front of the hotel. Jeff led Don next door to see the sorry state of their room, 
leaving George alone. 

Jeff was right, this was a nightmare. George shivered miserably. Why did everything have to be so wretchedly 
hard? He loved their brief respites, when he and Jeff got to share a hotel room and he got to have Jeff to 
himself for a few hours. It wasn't the same, bunking on the bus, where he had to share Jeff's attention with 
Mick or Don or even their roadies. George would sooner died than admit it, but he loved staying awake just a 
little longer than Jeff, to listen to Jeff's breathing go long and deep as he dropped off to sleep. 

Soon enough, Don and Jeff reappeared. Don grimaced and said, "There's a murder scene in your hotel room." 
"| told youl" 


"Can't we go sleep on the bus?" asked Jeff. 


"Believe it or not, this hotel is booked solid," said Don. "The road crew had to get rooms at another hotel, which 


means the bus is parked a few miles down the road somewhere." 
"What do we even pay the touring manager for!" moaned George. 


Right then, Mick popped back into the hotel room. "No one's at the front desk," he told them. "I did leave a note 


though, so maybe someone'll come check on the situation later.” 


"What do we do now?" Jeff wondered aloud. 


"You're not sleeping here," said Don with a sassy snap of his neck. 


"Awww, c'mon Don," Mick prompted, but Don held firm. He had not scratched and clawed his way to a minimal 


amount of fame to share a dingy Detroit hotel room with his entire band. 


"We could walk down the road a bit to another hotel, see if they have vacancies," Jeff suggested. “Even if we 
had to pay out of our own pockets, it might be worth it--" 


Somewhere in the distance, shotgun blasts lit up the night. 


George nearly jumped out of his skin. "Oh, hell nol" No way were he and Jeff walking anywhere in the dark in 
Murder City. 


"Okay, scrap that," said Jeff. "Let's go back to our room. At least we can lock the door." 


"Sleep tight," Mick told them, trying to stay positive in even the worst situation. "And hey, if you need 


anything, just scream for help." 


Defeated, Jeff and George trudged back to their hotel room. They bolted the door, and for good measure, 
George pushed the chair in front of the door. He then pulled the blankets back on his bed again, hoping against 
hope that somehow it wasn't as bad as it had first looked 


Nope, it was worse. "Fuck this," he said, taking a flying leap right into Jeffs bed. 
Jeff laughed, smacking him lightly with a pillow. "What, you gonna sleep with me?" 
George buried his face in the pillow. 


"Hey, it's okay." He felt Jeff stroke his head, his fingers carding through his hair to touch the back of his neck. 


"We can share this bed. | won't be mad." 
"You mean it?" George's words were muffled by the pillow. 


"Of course. But | call dibs on the shower!" Jeff went into the bathroom, while George sprawled on the bed, 
trying to inhale the wisps of Jeff's scent left on his pillow. 


George had been a high school dork -- painfully skinny, shy, and late on hitting his growth spurt. He'd felt like 
the last virgin left in the state of California, and by senior year even his own father had derisively asked him, 
"Boy, what's your problem? You a fag or something?" But that summer he'd met Maira, a dark-haired beauty 
with curves like Varla from Faster Pussycat Kill Kill! She'd been sitting on the hood of a car at a skating rink, 
another boy's Letterman jacket slouched around her shoulders. She'd looked at him, her mouth cruelly red and 
given him a look like, Come and get me. Something had possessed George; he'd walked up to her, slipped that 
jacket off her, and took her by the hand. When her boyfriend had tried to stop them, George looked him in the 


eye and said, "She's mine now.’ 


Maira's old boyfriend hadn't liked that, but neither of them cared about his feelings. George had taken her 
home, made love to her, and now they had two babies. Whatever had possessed him and given him the courage 
to approach her -- call it cosmic. Call it madness. He'd felt something like that only once since, when he'd first 


met Jeff. 


Juan had just quit the band and they badly needed a bassist. Don had dragged him to this crappy little club to 
see a Top 40 cover band and their bassist who was supposed to be so great. Real star potential, was what 
Don said. George had sat there at the bar, looking up at Jeff, with his mouth a little open the entire time. His 
drink sat untouched. After their set, George had walked up to the guitarist in that cover band, a guy named 
Paul with an appealing face and a head of curly hair, jabbed a finger at his chest and told him, "Jeff's ours. I'm 
taking him." For some reason, George couldn't stand the thought of Jeff being with any other guitarist before 
him. When Jeff talked about what a nice guy Paul was, it ate George up inside. It was like imagining Maira in 
the throes of passion with that Letterman jacket guy. 


Jeff emerged from the bathroom and George took that as his cue to go brush his teeth. Isn't this what he 
wanted, George wondered, looking at his reflection in the mirror. To have Jeff to himself for a night, to get 


even closer to him? How much closer could they get? 


That would've meant thinking about thoughts and feelings that George had spent most of his life trying to 
ignore. Before he was in Dokken, when he was in his old band, The Boyz, they'd gone to see Quiet Riot at one of 
their early shows. In those days, there weren't so many bands on the Strip -- just Quiet Riot, Van Halen, and 
Don's old band that would evolve into Dokken. Randy Rhoads had been playing in Quiet Riot in those days. He 
was so good, and he looked amazing, like a god or something, up there with his blond hair under the stage 
lights. George had been mesmerized. The entire show, he'd kept edging closer, until he was up front with all the 
girls, his elbows on the stage. He was so close that the dry ice smoke was tickling his throat. He couldn't 


explain it -- he'd been drawn to Randy, wanted to stand as close as he could and just soak up his presence. 


After the show, George's bandmates had ribbed him. "Did you see George hanging all over Randy like one of 
the girls?!" they'd asked each other, and laughed at him. George had put his head down and hurt and hurt and 
hurt. It wasn't much of a joke to him. What he'd felt, how mesmerized he'd been, that didn't exist to be laughed 
at It had been something deeply and truly felt, something significant. 


He rejoined Jeff on the bed, who much to George's pleasure seemed to be in a cuddly mood. As soon as George 
lay down, Jeff turned and pressed his forehead to George's shoulder, breathing in deeply and settling in. George 
had to resist the urge to drop a kiss between his eyes. 


